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profound distaste lor bores had led her to this con*
elusion. She enjoyed the experiences of others
because she could laugh at them. Her own were
inviolate. There was for her no differentiated in-
efficiency. She despised it equally on a battlefield
or at a dinner-table. Mamachen in her time had
done a great deal of good, but sentiment had never
played any part in her activities. She had been occu-
pied, not preoccupied, by the welfare of the peasants.
There was no care or trouble that she had not
devoted to their physical well-being. Always help-
ful, she had never meddled. Spiritual interference
was anathema to her. One must do unto others as
one would they should do unto us. Feeling a pro-
found, and probably unjustified, contempt for the
sprawling emotions of philanthropists, a tremolo dis-
gusted her as much as an abstract principle.
"Tout <:a ce sont des enfantillages," she would say.
Lisa's romanticism amused her and she respected
her dignity. She had always admired and despised
her daughter-in-law. It was silly to put up with so
much, but excellent to put up with it so well. A
methodical woman, the Countess often wondered
whether there was method in Lisa's aimlessly success-
ful steering. How unhappy had Stanislas made her?
It had been difficult to discover, and for this diffi-
culty she had always given her daughter-in-law full
marks. "C'est une dame." The summing-up was